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ries, the mere May blossoming of a young
inspiration whose great promise was robbed
of fulfillment, first by ill health and then by
an early death. Readers of future anthologies
of Irish verse will know the name of Kav-
anagh from Lough Bray and St. Michan's
Churchyard, but they will not know the
noble, merry and gentle personality that pro-
duced them. Death has robbed it of its clear
expression. Is there anything sadder than un-
fulfilled promise ? Is it not the very essence of
all sadness? It makes one dream that maybe
in the world we go to we shall carry to conclu-
sion the tasks left uncompleted in the world
we hasten from, that Christian will again
take to his scrip and staff in that distant
land, but gaily and with perhaps no little
exultation.

Miss Rose Kavanagh was born in Tyrone,
at Killadroy, in the year 1860. Presently the
family moved to Mullaghmore, and the Avon-
ban, the White River, gave place to the many
fabled Blackwater, whose wandering course
she has celebrated in lines that are tolerably
well known through being included in Mr.
Sparling's Irish Minstrelsy. How prettily the
poem tells of its rise,

Fed with a thousand invisible rills,
Girdled around with the awe of the hills.